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EDITOR'S PREFACE. 



The Editor has been requested by the widow lady from 
whose heart these pages emanate, to write a few words, by 
way of preface, on that condition of life which has a sacred- 
ness, as well as a consolation of its own, however great its 
trials, however terrible its loneliness. 

It would have been much more satisfactory to him, for 
various reasons, had this task fallen into other hands. But 
anyone who has had long experience of these special sorrows, 
ought to be ready, if he has been comforted himself, to 
comfort others who may be troubled in like manner— to 
oomfort them, if not with directly personal utterances, at 
least with the thoughts aud suggestions of those who, like the 
writer of the present volume, feel themselves unworthy to 
give counsel, and yet are most anxious to impart to fellow- 
sufferers each well-tried help ttnd &\Ai7 . 
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To further so loving a purpose should itself be a labour of 
love ; and it is earnestly hoped that whatever shall now be said 
may, on the one hand, help our unknown helper by gaining for 
her, first the attention, and then the prayers of some who 
are in the deep waters, and, on the other hand, may draw 
some anxious, troubled souls, nearer to the uplifting Cross of 
Ghbist, and the sanctifying peace of the Holt Ghost. 



Widowhood, like marriage, is a holy estate, consecrated, 
partly by the wiU of God, partly by the consenting will of 
man, to the bitter perfecting of the Christian character, and 
to the sorrowful acquisition of Christian hope and joy. We 
must judge of it, not according to the world's false estimate, 
but according to the true sayings of God, and the trustworthy 
confessions of the gradually disciplined heart, and the 
evident accomplishment of a Divine aim in the secret trials 
and noticeable growth of the religious life — the life which has 
its treasure in heaven, but its work on earth. 



For that there is this holiness in widowhood, may be 
gathered from God's Providence, from God's Word, from 
Chn'B witneaa in His saints. We may so far go along with 
Tertullian, (though differing entirely ixoxn Vaa 1!Lqt^;«ia&\, 
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views of that holy matrimony which " is honourable in all,") 
as to own that it is the Divine will that puts an end, by death, 
to marriage. ^ And though we must modify his protest 
against the renewal of these happy bonds, by saying that we 
should ever watch and pray for providential g^dance ere 
renewing them, we can at least feel sure that He intended our 
bereaved condition to be full of blessing to us, a period or a 
life-time of special dedication to His service, ye^, even in such 
oases as those, most painful of all, where loss of children and 
widowhood are sent as chastisements to bring us to God. 
And then we cannot read the pathetic records of the Scripture, 
the peculiarly-tender teachings of the Saviour — ^without 
observing how much the widow's estate, and heart, and need, 
and charity, and prayers, are had in remembrance before the 
IjOBD. And with this, of cou^e, there is wrapped up that 
other testimony, written not merely in books .though ever so 
sacred, but in the earnest, loving, self-denying, ministering, 
persevering lives of so vast a number of these afiOicted 
daughters of God— written not only in the character of the 
devout Anna, or the undjdng memorial of her who cast all her 
living into the treasury, or the Divinely-painted picture of 
the importunate suppliant of the unjust judge — ^but also in 
the unnotioed history of thousands in all ranks of society — 
such as those whom we have known and honoured ourselves 
as Chxistian examples, women oi 6a^^^i<(^\i<^ii)^«&^\:i^^:s^ssQ^ 
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in qtiiet places, dwellers in the Sanctoary, given for Chbist'b 
sake to all good works, waiting, amid grief and darkness, for 
the '* light upon the shining sea." 

How, then, comes it that,' with such saintly lives around ns 
such inspired intimations of heavenly favour and protection 
for these lonely watchers, such constant acknowledgements as 
are everywhere made of this distress being ordered for us, — 
there prevails so low a notion of the widow's lot, as almost to 
make the very name of a widow into a proverb of reproach 
and ridicule? Three sufficient reasons may be g^ven — the 
general ignorance both of the open scriptures of Gku), and of 
the hidden lives of holy mourners — ^the world's judgment by 
appearances, as shown by popular writers like our own great 
novelist^ giving, in exaggeration and caricature, the worst 
instances as band fide specimens of real life — ^and then, (since 
all such fiction has its foundation in fact,) the careless, 
earthly, unsanctified habits of those who ought to be, but are 
not, " widows indeed." 

Yet, notwithstanding all this, we can return to our 

original affirmation, and see how remarkably it is borne out, 

when we look below the surface, and beyond our narrow circle, 

and above our own purblind sight. What patience and 

<!om£ort are evidently bestowed upon t\io«fe "who bravely 
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«ndiire this triAl. What a mysterious yet practical fellowship 
with GhbisTi and with those that are Chbisi's, they constantly 
maintain in the Holy Gommnnion ! What a power they have 
of becoming helpers to the Church! What a privilege is theirs 
in being allowed to sustain Elijah, or to minister to Jesxts ! 
What depths of Christian sympathy are opened in their souls, 
as we see in some of the highest among us, towards those who 
bear, besides this sorrow of sorrows, its attendant poverty ! 
What }<3f, too, they find in worship, what cheerfulness in 
work, what brightness in oblivion of self, what unclouded 
faith as to the everlasting arms of God, the Resurrection-life 
of His SOir, the eternal comforts of His Sfibit, what ever- 
growing hope of the re-union in the Home beyond, where 
indeed we shall neither marry nor be gfiven in marriage, and 
yet delight, with angelic fervour, in those whom we purely, 
dearly, devoutly loved on earth, and from whom, in our 

Blessed Lobd, we shall be parted never. 



Such are some of the thoughts which may be useful to us, 
as we read this little volume. God grant that those of us who 
have known the full bitterness of sucb a sorrow as the writer 
describes, may ever keep before us the remembrance of His 
gracious purpose, never put from us, except by His merciful 
and compassionate permission, tha ^^^5iRf:k\fi& ^2s^sss^s^ 
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searching medicine wliioli He has mingled in our cnp. So, 
whenever He brings fresh springs of light and gladness into 
our darkened Uves, or makes the affliction itself a groundwork, 
through deepened penitence and clearer faith, of actual 
rejoicing, we shall learn heartily to thank Him for the blessings 
which He disguised to us awhile, for the loss which He 
intended to be our endless grain, for the Cross which He so 
lovingly laid upon us, that we might bear it after Jesus, the 
Crucified giver of the glorious Crown. 



THE FIRST DAYS OF WIDOWHOOD. 



Chapter 1» 

Dear Keadeb — These words are the resiQt of 
my own reading and converse with many kind 
and holy friends, as well as their letters, which 
have been the means of comforting, calming, and 
encouraging me in very dark days, during a 
widowhood of fifteen years. 

These consolations were sent me by our 
Heavenly Father, and I earnestly trnst they may 
cheer some widowed hearts which are sinking 
beneath that burden, which indeed, seems too 
heavy for us to bear. Not in our own strength 
can we bear it, but our Heavenly Father is, by 
His own declaration, the God of the widow. He 
will be our guide unto death* 
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Many books of comfort have been written for 
the afflicted generally ; for us, who are so 
desolate, so weak, so forlorn in onr new con- 
dition, I think no book has ever been written, 
and yet, in all Holy Scripture, no affliction is 
spoken of as so great as that of widowhood. At 
the same time to no servants of Gtod have such 
rich promises been made, as, we read there, to 
the widow. 

Life for us is sealed with His mark of afflic- 
tion, let us try and cast our burden on Him, and 
we shall find our hearts at rest in His good time. 

None but a widow can tell how terrible is the 
desolation of being left alone, bereft of that 
kind heart, that indulgent judgment, that help- 
£al arm. There is no such great happiness in 
this life as a really happy marriage, whete 
husband and wife begin and end the day with 
prayer and love to God and to each other, when 
the two hearts confide every thought to each 
other, and seek in all things to soothe every ease 
and increase every joy. 

When the stronger heart beats no more, and the 

voice of encouragement and kindness is hushed 

for ever, then the widow feels indeed the sun is 

£:one down and darkness baa t^me over her life. 
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But, my poor reader, we mnot Bot soriow as 
heathens, bat as CSiristian women, who believe, 
Ifeebly and faintly indeed, bat still do believe, 
Chat Gk)D is love. 

Shall I tell yon a help to realize this, which a 
good clergyman advised me to try? Write 
down all the mercies and alleviations of sorrow 
Ood has given yon. Yoa will be surprised and 
grieved to see how much yoa have overlooked 
ihem. I received this letter from a friend, many 
years a widow, who has experienced how light 
springs out of darkness, to the servant of Otod. 

Mt Dbab FBiBKn, 

Yon ask me to give yoa a few particulars of 
my great loss, and how I have been helped by God's 
mercy in the long years since. I cannot tell yon, on 
looking back, how true and real the promises of God to 
the widow have been to me. You remember my hus- 
band was stricken down by a premature decay. 

You know how happy we were, and you can imagine 
the agony of mind it was, to see him dying day by day. 
It was indeed slow torture. At the same time I was 
weak and out of health, and had the care of my young 
ehildren. 

Looking back on this time, I can now see the deep 
wisdom and goodness of God, Had I lost him by a 
sudden accident, while our home was ^ri|jbt and i^rav 
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perons, how &r worse it would haye been f As it wBBp 
his sad sufferings made it impossible for me to wish 
his days to be prolonged. Bather, I used at that dark 
time, to pray for his sufferings to be lessened, and when^ 
after an awful time of anguish, the hour of his release 
came, I remember the good clergyman who attended 
his deathbed said to me, '^ I congratulate you on his 
** release from suffering, I never met with such a pure 
« religious soul as his was." So there, again, was 
mercy — ^mercy in keeping his humble and penitent soul 
unspotted from the world. 

Then, throughout his illness, God raised up for me 
such unexpected friends. I remember, at one time, 
when, as a last hope, sea air was ordered, I receiyed a 
£20 note, from a friend who said a yery holy woman 
had left him a sum on her deathbed, to be spent in 
helping ladies and gentlemen in afiUction. So, even 
from an unknown person, help came. Also, my dear 
mother and sister were always with me. At that time 
a book was lent me which was a great comfort-— 
Kingsley's ** Good News of God,** The two sermons. 
Dark Times and De Profundis, seemed written /<7r me* 

The next mercy I must tell you of is, that for some 
time after, I had the soothing and bracing help of a 
long sojourn at the -seaside, a relation haying lent me a 
house there. I often now look back on delicious walks 
on the shore, the sea lit up by the February sun ; eyery 
hour there, reyiving and bracing me. 

Next followed many mercies — an increase to my yeiy 
small income — a, free schooling fox seyeral sons, help io 
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eaeh time of need, and in eyery illness of my children. 
So great, indeed, has been God's mercy to me, in 
helping me, that I said to one of my daughters the 
other day, ** I think I shall call my little oratory, the 
''place of answered prayer, for I haye prayed with such 
<< anxiety there, and haye had snch yery unexpected 
<< mercies.'* And, indeed, my dear friend, when I look 
round on my children, and remember how heayy 
hearted, weak and desolate I was, when first a widow 
ivith ''no man to help me", no fiather or brother, 
alone, indeed, in my helplessness, I can only say to 
myself '' This God is our God for eyer and eyer, Ha 
** shall be our Guide unto death. ' May He be near 
** me in eyery trial and bring us all to His holy home.'" 

To every broken heart there is peace and com* 
fort oflfered in the Church of Christ. The 
church bells call us to cast our cares on God, 
and I am sure all who avail themselves of the 
rich 'help granted us in the Sacraments and 
means of grace, will find peace and consolation 
even thongh life seems unspeakably sad. 

There are now, too, so many devoted clergy- 
men who would gladly minister to afflicted souls. 
And I have found that in affliction as well as in 
sickness, the beautiful Visitation Service, read to 
one by a good clergyman, is an immense help. 
, If you have never yet laid bare the wounda of 
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your soul, to be healed by the messenger of ovr 
€k)od Physician, in the holy ordinance of con- 
fession, I would earnestly advise you, dear 
reader, in the desolation and tumultuous grief 
of widowhood, to avail yourself of this blessing 
for the weary and heavy laden^ It will help you,.. 
as I have known it help others, to lay aside old 
sins, old sadness, old bad habits, and to run with 
patience the race set before you. A little book 
called " Repentance," by Carter, will help you on 
this subject. And then you will learn your own 
utter weakness and feebleness as you never knew 
it before, and you will go as often as you can to 
the altaar of Gk)D, Who will, indeed, be to you, 
the God of joy and gladness. 



A PRAYER, WRITTEN BY ME, 

(In sleeplessness and anxiety.) 

Oh LosD look on me, so weary, and worn, and tired f 
of myself I have nothing but dreariness, anxiety, and 
misery. I am hamited by sad memories, and my late 
sorrows, and the scene of my husband's death, fill my 
mind with grief and sadness. I can find no sest iff 
^d^p. Ob, Thaa Who never dooBmSMStt^ «r«lMp«tt^ 
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hsLTfe pity on me. Send rest to my sool^ and peaae, if 
my weary eyes may not elose. Bless these vakii^ 
honrs with oahn tmst in Thbb. And as I am specially 
Thdcb own child, because I am a widow, send special 
messages of peace to me, my Fatheb, my God. For 
ttie sake of my Savioub, Jbstjs Chbist. Amen. 



A SHORT PRAYER, IN MISERY, 

WRITTEN BY ME. 

Oh, my Father, because I am Thinb afflicted, widowed 
child, keep me firom all fretting, all mormaring, all 
bipatienee. I desire to lie before Theb, a willing 
sufferer, I desire to bear patiently my londiy life* 
Baise'me aboye this heavy sadness, this bodily depreii* 
sion* Let me not ask to be released or desire to flea 
away till Thy own good time shall come. My Savionx 
neyer lost His patience. I earnestly long for rest, but 
r yield myself to Thbb, to partake of the quietness and 
eonfidente which I beseech Thbb to send me. Only 
keep me and mine, Thinb own, for ever through JBSxnr 
Ohubv oht Savioub; Amnw 

Use also the prayers for a widow in Bii^op 
Home's Manual. If you have not got it, I 
adiviae. you to bviy the^ Treaanry of Dev^tiooy 
aiited 1^ B«r» TL T. Gactert a&d to naa ihft 
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l)eaiitifiil devotions for sorrow. '^Sorrow's 
creed ^' is especially helpful. 

I know, only too well, dear reader, the intense 
desolation and confusion of mind you are in — 
a new life all spread before you ; new duties for 
you to enter into ; lawyers, perhaps, to see, a 
week after that day of anguish when you had to 
see your nearest and dearest one laid in the 
grave. How you crave for a little longer time in 
that darkened house where you have had loving 
hearts round you, all anxious to help you, and 
where you have tried, with burning head and 
tired out body, to pray and take comfort from 
their dear kind efforts to console you. Oh, do 
not slight these kind hearts, they will help you 
so much. Do not love them less because your 
hest^ your darling friend is gone. Do all they 
ask you. Try to share in the meals that are so 
bitter to you now. Accept the kind little helps 
ihey will beg you to try, to lull your mind and 
refresh your body. Occupy yourself to please 
them with the piece of knitting or the book, 
they bring you. If you can, open your heart to 
fhem, weep in their arms. But if tears are 
denied you, and a stony grief, more hard to bear, 
hyouTBy yet try to lie BtiH, IvteA. oxA, wx3l ^c^igt 
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tbeir kindness. Oh! it is a kind world, this 
trorld, to the widow. 

It seems as if God's seal were set on the 
widow and fatherless, and men's hearts must 
needs be kind to them. I have had some 
nnkindness, but it has been as nothinff to the 
kindness of the world. Dear reader, if you 
have to rise up and go, in these early days to 
see the lawyer, that trial (the first, perhaps of 

many sad interviews quite fresh to you, who 

« 

have been living in the protected condition of a 
wife) — that trial, like all others, Jesus will help 
you to bear. 

Try to rest, in prayer and calm, after these 
sad anxious hours, say, ^^ Into Thine hands I 
*^ commit myself, my children, mine all," and 
then lie down restfully, and take i^ thankful- 
ness, the bodily refreshment and quiet, which at 
least part of the day, you can have. 

God has given you children, and if in your 
first overwhelming anguish you cannot take full 
comfort in them ; hereafter, believe me, they 
will indeed prove all God means them to be, to 
their mother. 

It would be cruel and vain of friends to talk 
to you just now of duty, (^ «i st€ru ^otAL^^^KSisAw 
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to me in my first days of mifiery). Bather, L 
say to you, ** Lie still at God's Feet. He loves* 
'* yon — try to keep near Hm and be patient'* 
With His sure and tender words of promise con- 
sole yourself. In His tender clasping arms, 
dear reader, try and rest. 

" Leave thy fatherless children, I will preserv.e^ 
" them alive, and let thy widows trust in Mb," 
*' A Father of the fatherless, and a God of the 
" widow, is God in His holy habitation." " Hr 
^'doth execute the judgment of the fatherless and 
*' widow, and loveth the stranger, in giving him 
" food and raiment The Lord preserveth the 
^^ stranger. He relieveth the fatherless and the 
^ widow. Pure religion and undefiled is this, ttk 
^ visit the fatherless and widows in their aflUe— 
'^tion, and keep himself unspotted from the 
'^ world. The Lord will destroy the house o£ 
^^ the proud, but He will establish the border of 
^^the widow. Trust in Hue at all times, ye 
^people, pour out your hearts before Hue GoD» 
^' is a refuge &r us." 



LIST OF BOOKS IN DEEP AFFLICTION 

AND DISTRESS. 

" Hymns and Poems for the sick and suflfer- 
" ing/' " Consolatio, edited by Bishop Wilber- 
« force," Faber's Hymns/' "The Changed 
" Cross and other verses," " Secret trials of the 
" Christian Life," " Neale's Hjrmns for the 
« Sick," " Bays of Sunlight for dark days, 
"Jean Ingelow's and Miss Procter's Verses," 



n 
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THE LIFE OF A MOTHER IN WIDOWHOOD 



Chapter U. 



The time comes all too soon to us when we are 
to take up life's duties, in our new state as 
widows. I know how natural it is for a young 
widow to wish she were older, that she might 
have the end of her sorrows nearer. Ah yes, I 
know it well indeed. It is a natural, human 
heart aching wish, but if you tell it to Gk)D He 
will take it away and give you (as He has given 
many who have bewailed their misery to Hnc) a 
better wish, even the wish to walk, as lonff as He 
wishes you to do so, along your path in this 
world. He will be with you, dear reader, in the 
daily trials, in the sleepless nights. Do not 
Ubink tboae long years (which you believe you 
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have to live,) will Be years of tUter desolation t 
They might be so to a heathen, bnt they can 
never ^ ^^ to yon^ a Christian, a widow^ the 
specially dear child of onr Heavenly Father. I 
can qnite enter into the feeling. And now, yon 
say, every trouble seems worse than ever to bear 
alone. Cheer np, my sister, for that word 
" alone " is a false word. Our Saviour said " I 
^^ am not alone, because the Father is with Me," 
and He also said ^^ I ascend unto my Father and 
"your Father." "Your Heavenly Father 
" knoweth ye have need of these things," Hb 
said, when He forbade over carefulness for the 
future. Clasp close to your heart those golden 
words " Let thy widows trust in Me." He who 
multiplied the cruse of oil for one widow, and 
restored her only son from the dead to another 
widow, is the same loving friend "yesterday, 
" to-day, and for ever." Remind Him, kneeling 
in your own room, of His promise and say " I 
" cast my burden upon Thee. Oh Lord, I am 
"oppressed, undertake for me I" You are not 
the only one who has felt this grievous wish that 
the end of sorrow were not so far off. 

I remember once saying to a good and wise 
friend when I was very miaewfela^ ""^ ^^^ 
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^ wish is, that I was eighty, and mj life donflu*' 
Vy friend looked verf sorry and talked kng^ to me 
about this wretched wish of mine. From that 
day light came. 

That good man showed me how much there 
was in life for me to be thankful for ; also, how 
Gob had given me many to make happy. He 
persuaded me to go to every Church service I 
could. He above all drew me to be a weekly 
communicant. He took me among the souls of 
a poor suffering district, and by the mercy of 
God the miserable wish '^ to be eighty, and my 
life done," has been long ago taken away. Bat 
all the more, because I have felt the wish, I can 
feel for you in your depression, my reader. 



Here are some short prayers I have written 
and found a help when most cast down — 

<« From complainrng of loneliness, 
From doubtdng Tht sympathy. 
From neglect of prayer, ' 
From fretting under sufferings 
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Then say tfaeltl^t Bsalm, kneeling. 

'* Oood Jesns, if I sink, bok on me, and raise me np, 
Sanetify my cross to me. 

By the desolation THOU willedst ta oome to TfiEB, 
Bless me in my desolation ! Amen.*' 

** From oyer anxiety and distrust of Thy teye, from 

going back in heart to longings for worldly amusements 

and excitements^ from brooding oyer cares and neglecting 

means of grace, from eyer falling away from Thy tender 

clasping arms. 

Good LoBD deliyer me.*' 

One great help towards taking up the cross of 
a lonely widowed life is to have Family Prayers 
at once, when you begin life's duties a&esh. 
How tired and unhappy you feel on waking I all 
your sorrow comes back afresh to you. There 
hangs your black dress, there is the widow's cap, 
which marks you from others as one most desolate. 
Your temptation will be to draw down the blinds 
and shut out daylight and be quiet in your bwn 
room. Do not yield to this. The effort must be 
made, you have others to live Jcr. A beloved 
ekileUess friend of mine was tempted to give way 
to this selfish seclusion, but she read in the 
Scriptures one day, ** Why sleep ye ? rise I pray, 
^lest ye enter into tesn^taitioxu'' €3bis^ %!iJs^ssikbaif^ 
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ted this text) and hung it over her bed, and she has 
carried out the habit of rising early, and praying 
and leading an active life, which has been to her, 
as to all who aronse themselves for others' sake, 
a strengthening habit 

To take the headship of a family, to take yonr 
husband's place at prayers, this is a new pang I bat 
it was the first dnty that shed a ray of pleasure 
into my heart when I once began it, and I advise 
you, as you grow stronger in nerves after your 
great trial, to play a hymn and sing it with your 
children and maids. They will like the music, 
and it will draw you all nearer together, if they 
see you shake off your heaviness of heart to make 
Family Prayers a cheerful Service. 

" My children are so young," you may say *^they 
^^ are not companions I they cannot enter into my 
^^ desolation." Is not this a blessing ? I am sure 
you would rather suffer alone, than see them 
shadowed by the grief you bear. I think it is a 
great mercy for you that they are so young. It 
is the tendency of a once happy wife to brood too 
much over the past. Now I am sure the children 
will help you much to regain a serene and even 

cheerful mind, try and live much with them ; 
now you mnst consider you are \5afe\t ^-yh-^vLL 
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<' Make friends'' with them, let them share their 
little pleasures with you, and try to make little 
fi&tes for them, on birthdays and anniversaries ; 
they will learn to look on home all through life 
as the best place, if you give yourself up now, in 
your desolation of spirit, to make that home 
bright and peaceful. K you once rouse and exert 
yourself you will always find plenty to do. Take 
my advice, and have as many mri^ employments 
as you can. You are perhaps fond of music. 
Now when the children are gone to bed, set your- 
self a task to learn some good music. I 
once found great solace, in the time of anxiety 
and loneliness, in learning the Harmonius Black- 
smith, and I look back now with thankfulness to 
God for the interest and soothing influence I found 
in learning beautiful songs, in the long winter 
evenings of the first year of my widow-hood. 

Translating German also I found a great help 
in the winter, and I have about six MS. books 
of extracts, collected in lonely hours from the 
many and varied books I used to read when alone. 

Wood-carving I also learned from a friend and 
found it a capital change from needlework. 

Another occupation for wet days in winter I 
found most pleasant and useful. I am gjbokd to 

1^ 
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see that what I songht as a solace, to cheer lonely 
days, is now likely to become part of the 
education of oar girls of the present day. I 
mean cooking. I used to have a tray in the 
dining-room with all the materials for making 
cakes, jelly, or soap, and the children delighted 
to help me, and what I made we took ourselves 
to some poor sick person. 

Years after, when nursing my son in scarlet 
fever in a farm house where they could not cook 
for me, I was thankful I could go into the kitchen 
and make his mutton broth. 

But above all interest and consolations I have 
found my early love of reading and writing the 
greatest. On wet days I had the children down 
and read aloud to them. Every day we began 
with the Bible and English History from the time 
they could understand any reading, but on wet 
days our enjoyment was great in extra readings 
aloud. When they were very young we had the 
" Child's own book," " Holiday House," real good 
old nursery tales, but later on, in the boys' holi- 
days, Ainsworth's Tower of London and Old St. 
Paul's beguiled many a wet day and kept us all 
amnsed. 
In most of these books I \iad to l^^^e out a 



v.^ 
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good deal, bat I believe the interest and pains I 
took in sharing their reading and leading them 
to like historic and traditional reading, such as 
Walter Scott's poetical works, Aytonn's Ballads, 
the Lay of Hiawatha and Shakspeare, gave them 
a taste for pare and good reading which they have 
never lost ; and as I read they sat roond the fire 
each with some employment. 

Then, catting oat old pictures, and painting 
them for a holland Family Scrap book was 
another way in which we employed our winter 
evenings, as the children grew older. I hope you 
will cultivate the taste for reading they have, 
cultivate their love of music and their small 
efforts to draw and paint. Let them feel your 
pretty drawing room to be the nicest room in the 
house, the most cheerful and amusing place, 
where even on a wet day there is always plenty 

to be done. 

Keep up your own music and singing, and ten 
or twelve years hence your boys and girls will be 
your willing companions in those tastes which 
in the darkest time of your life you have cultiva- 
ted and used for their amusement. Every day 
that you join in their interests and pursuits will 
bring forth happy days mtVv^ ^IvoiaXa ^wss.'^ ^^^'ssi. ^J 
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you will find they cannot do without " Mother'^ 
to help them. 

Your daily Bible readings together will 
probably cease, as they grow older, but they can 
never forget your early sacred teaching, and not 
one holy lesson will be lost. We must sow the 
good seed in faith and prayer, and leave the 
result in our Heavenly Father's hands. 

Sometimes you wiU be dis-heartened by many 
things in your children. Do not expect too much 
from them. You cannot expect them in the glow 
and lightheartedness of youth to find as deep an 
interest in religion as you do, to whom that 
religion has been in darkest days, ^^ a shadow of 
"a great Eock in a thirsty Land," the onhf 
abiding rest and refreshment, when earthly love 
and joy were gone, and your dear Home broken 
up. Be satisfied at present, if in their prayers 
and readings with you they are reverent and 
obedient, and leave the growth of grace in their 
souls to His care, in whose sight those souls are 
so precious. 

And in order to bring up your children re- 
ligiously, well employed, and in a cheerfrd 
atmosphere, how much you will have to employ 
jroul You will have to legulsAft 'jwa \ittl^ 
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household, and, if you do not naturally possess a 
love for house-keeping and domestic detail, if in 
old days you were always the one to enjoy most 
books, music, society and travelling, still I am 
«ure you will soon find quite a sober enjoyment 
in the quiet routine of your domestic life. 

Have a time for everything, and a fixed day for 
certain duties. Let the fixed hours for meals and 
prayers be most punctual. Have Tuesday morn- 
ing for your accounts, Wednesday and Friday 
morning for church. Decline invitations for 
Friday and visit the poor, or sick, or troubled, 
that day, sacred to the memory of your dear 
Lord's death. 

Organize if you can, a little meeting of friends 
to work for the poor on Friday; and keep 
Saturday evening quiet at home, so that on 
Sunday morning you may always, unless hindered 
by illness, go out early to receive the Blessed 
Sacrament. Walk daily with the children. 
Keep early hours both in rising and going to bed, 
and you will soon find your bad nights end in 
sound sleep. Accept thankfully the friendship 
€k)d has allowed you to make. It is delightful 
to see how many good and kind friends He raises 
up for His children. HoVj fev^iSLd&ViXsg?^ ^^JJc 



solace and cheer your way wonderfully, if yott 
have the happiness of making friends with 
cultivated and congenial people. 

I often feel friendship is the sunlight of middle 
life, and if your friends " stir up each other to 
" good works," and encourage you in literary and 
artistic pursuits, your leisure hours will be 
profitably and happily spent, and you will find 
your mind refreshed for home duties by inter- 
course with those older, more clever, and more 
well read than yourself. 

Do not fear lest good friendships should draw 
your heart from God. No, rather, they lead you 
on to higher aspirations, while in your former, 
happy days how diflferent your heart wasl — 
Wrapped up in an almost idolatrous love for 
your husband, you found all other love impossible. 
God grant that in all your sadder moments now. 
His Love may be all in all to you 1 



\ 



I wrote the following prayers myself, at various 
times of anxiety and depression about my 
children : — 

[In sleeplessness and anxiety^ 

JboBD, look upon me^ so weak, so fearful of the fature, 
£seliBg unable of mysdf to bnag ui^ t\iQ!^ '^x^lous 
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Bonis, and bodies Thou hast given into my care. In 
myself I havQ nothing but faini-heartedness, inordinate 
anxiety, sleepless nights, languid days ! Lord remem- 
ber me in Thy Kingdom where Thou art resting after 
toil and anguish. Grant me courage, faith, and a right 
judgment in all things, and day by day rule and guide 
me and mine, oh. compassionate and merciful Jesus. 

Amen. 



{In perplexity about worldly matters.) 

Oh Lord, grant unto me patience, peace, perseverance, 
grant me, who so soon grow weary of daily duties, a 
wholesome interest in them. Turn my sloth into 
diligence, my irritability into meekness and unselfisbness, 
my extravagance into economy, my over anxiety into a 
clinging trust in Thee, and a quiet spirit Grant me, 
oh Thou Father of the fatherless. Thou God of the 
widow, Tht ever loving strength. In all the days past 
Thou hast always provided help, money, friends for me 
and my children. Oh, raise these comforts up for me 
now ! My courage fails and I am sad, I have so much 
to pay for, so little to pay with ! Send me, I pray Theb 
sufficient, to pay honestly, and to maintain and educate 
my children. Keep up my bodily and mental strength 
by Thy wonderful care, shed light on my doubtful path 
especially in this perplexity, (name it.) All things are in 
Thy hands ! Bless us, renew in us ^h&tA^^t ^^taxL> 
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the World or the Flesh has destroyed, guide us* daily 
-with Thy counsel, and brmg us to Tht Glory. For 
our blessed SATioxm Jesus Chbist's sake. Amen. 



A PRAYER FOR MY SONS. 

Oh Heavenly Father who in loye, and not in wrath, 
has left me without a husband to help me in bringmg up 
the sons Thou hast given me. Look with pity on my 
forlorn condition, and love my sons with special love, 
because they have no fisither and are left to a weak and 
ignorant mother. Lobd, be with them to protect them 
in every temptation. Let Thine angels save them from 
every snare into which their inexperience or their 
innocence might let them fall. Save them, Oh Lobd, 
from evil spirits and from evil companions. Keep them 
holy as Joseph and Daniel in the midst of this wicked 
world. They have no father to guide and advise them, 
and bow can I, so weak in judgment, so ignorant of the 
ways of this wicked world, counsel and lead these 
precious sonls whose inmost recesses are seen to Theb 
alone ? Oh Lord, I have given them unto Thee in 
Baptism. They have given themselves to Thee in 
Confirmation and Holy Communion. Renew in them 
whatever is destroyed of Tht Grace. Make them pure, 
reverent, devout, make them diligent in their duties and 
let not the cares, or joys, or hollow and exciting 
pleasarea of their age lead them itom Tbss. Give 

Ik 
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them snffieient money to live honestly^ and if it be Tht 
yffH, to be happy and holy in married life. Thou 
lovest them more than I do. Keep them ever Thimb 
own, and bring as all, in the ways of parity and peace, 
to Tht Blessed presence, throagh Jbsus Christ onr 
Satioub. Amen. 



ANOTHER PRAYER, (in haunting fears.) 

LoBD Jesus, into Thinb hands I commend my child- 
ren, for Thou hast redeemed them, Oh Lobd, Thou God 
of trath. Guide me in each decision I have to make for 
their interests. Clothe me with a wisdom not mine own. 
Check my wandering steps if I go on a wrong road, 
and make my way, now so perplexed, plain before me. 
Oh Thou Who hast so fondly loved Tht Mother re- 
member her love to Theb and pity me, an anxious 
loving Mother. 

So rule and guide us all hour by hour that we may 
live with Theb for ever hereafter. Amen. 



EJACULATORY PRAYERS. 

Oh Lobd, I thank Thee that I am comforted and 
eonsoled by my children, I offer them to Theb. Be 
Thou their nearest and dearest, and keep them Thinb. 
Amen. 
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Oh Saviottb, Who wert onee a youth, subject to Tht 
Parents. Bless my conduct to them and bless theirs 
to me. Amen. 



Make a rule to retire alone for prayer daily at 
noon. You will find your noonday prayers the 
greatest comfort and refreshment among all 
your cares, and heartaches, and perplexities. 
It is so restful to lay aside our work or writing 
at twelve, and retire to kneel before God, and tell 
Him, our loving Father, one by one, the per- 
plexities, the anxieties, the fears of our life. 
Then you will thank Him as He in His over- 
ruling Providence, makes clear each perplexity, 
removes each anxiety, and shows you your haunt- 
ing fears were groundless ! for indeed He does 
all this, to His trustful praying children. Per- 
haps you will feel sometimes, as I am sure many 
of us do feel, a repugnance to going back to 
daily life after a season of such' peaceful retire « 
menti Even St. Peter felt this on Mount 
Tabor, when he said, " Lord it is good for us to 
**be here," and begged to build tabernacles 
there, to abide and pray. — But just as he had to 
descend and leave the light and g^lory of his 
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Master's presence^ and go amidst that distnrbed 
and noisy crowd who were so full of agitation^ 
at the foot of the Mount of the Transfiguration, 
even so we must be willing to go out from our 
quiet room and our peaceful prayers, to mix with 
others and do our duty in our homes, it may be, 
to endure difficulties in the tempers and perver- 
sities of our households. 

There is a beautiful story told of a Christian 
matron, which has often encouraged me, when 
called away from my noonday prayers, by ser* 
vants, or others, wanting my orders or advice* 
I have put the story into verse : — 

Within her oratory calm, 

The Lady knelt and prayed, 
And at her Heavenly Father*s feet 

Her cares and burdens laid. 
Each anxious thought, each haunting fear 

That dwelt within her breast, 
She poured forth simply as a child. 

And loll'd her soul to rest. 
For wisdom and for peace of mind 

In daily life she sought. 
That she might do her Master's Will 

In deed, and word, and thought, 
« Tht peace and patience, Lobd" she cried. 

Unto Thy Handmaid gjLye^ 
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That I in godly quietness 

All faithfully may live. 
Unruffled hy my neighbour's faults 

And by the storms of Life — 
Orant me Tht blessing, sweetest Lobd, 

And calm my soul 'mid strife. — 
But yoiees loud and angry came 

From Courtyard and from Hall, 
And menials rough and maidens shrill, 

In angry wrangle call — 
She rises with a sigh of pain 

Up from her bended knees, 
And hastens down the turret stair 

To calm and to appease. 
To hear each angry voice exclaim 

It was his fellow's fault, 
To silence each uproarious rage 

And chide each fierce assault. 
To labour then she sends the men. 

Calming each angry mind. 
While for the maidens in her bower 

Employment meet she finds. 
Then gladly turn her weary steps 

Once more up the steep stair, 
That leads her to her lov'd abode. 

Her quiet place of prayer. 
But lo ! again and yet again. 

The castle bell has peal'd, 
And warriors loud and violent 

Are thronging from the &e\9i. 
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Her name is called in hasty tones 

By her fierce angry spouse, 
She must away and grace the feast, 

Where late they will caronse. — 
In ^Eurments gay with gems and gold 

She mast herself adorn, 
And hear with silent pain the words, 

Of ribald jest and scorn. — 
The banquet o'er, she leases the hall 

And mounts the turret stair. 
But three times yet, 'ere the sun set. 

She needs must leave her prayer. 
Each time some trying duty calls 

To vex her quiet breast. 
And wearily she turns at night 

To find her place of rest. 
She casts herself upon her knees. 

But sees, (Oh wondrous sight !) 
The holy verse she might not read, 

Shine forth in words of light ! — 
There had her guardian angel been, 

To fill her place of prayer. 
And bright as sunshine shone these words 

From out her missal fEtir — 
<« Thou by Thy counsel me shalt guide 

And mto glory bring"— 
Oh sweetly knelt the lady then, 

Shadow'd by angel wing, 
'* And LoBD ''she cried, ''I bless Thy name 

Who thus in lovQ\iSAl««ii\i 
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An angel messenger to change 

Mj mormnrs to content ; 
For while I for mj duties left 

The prayer I love so well, 
Thy holy Angel visitant 

Has tarried in my cell. 
And now I know that while I go 

Amid the din of life, 
Thou wilt his prayers accept as mine, 

And keep me safe in strife. 
I serve Thee in my Castle Hall 

As in my quiet prayer, 
Thou with Thy counsel me wilt lead 

Unto Thy Glory fair. — 
Then hush'd he every coward thought 

That fain would duty flee, 
In prayerful hour — in Hall, in Bower, 

Thy will he done hy me I 
Short is the trial, sure the rest, 

When we the race have won. 
Blest he Thy Name ! Good Lobd, no more 

My duties will I shun." 
And well the lady filled her place. 

All hlessing — by all blest 
Oh may our souls such prayer enjoy. 

And taste such prayerful rest ! — 
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SAD THOUGHTS AND THEIR CURE. 



Chapteb hi. 



Sometimes great discouragement comes over us, 
when our daily duties depress and weary us, and 
Satan tempts us to think, '^ my burden is greater 
" than I can bear. Can God love me if He sends 
"me such continued trouble?" In such a time, 
I once wrote to a good clergyman, and received 
this reply — 

'' Mt deab FBi£in>— That very thought shows how 
poor, infirm and weak you are I Let not this distrust 
and gloom find a mom&nt^s place in your soul 1 Pray 
daily the 8rd Collect after the Epiphany, and be sure 
it is just because God loves you so much that He has 
taken from you the sweet rest in your husband's strength 
and guidance, and has left you alone, and joyless, and 
weak, to guide your household «xi^ ^!b52L4st^\i« ^^\^s6s^ 
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made life bitter to you, in order to wean you from a 
world which wotdd have been yonr min. Yonr natural 
temperament is to love yonr dear ones with an intensity 
which is almost idolatry, and if all had been prosperoos 
yon would never have been brought near to Gos. 
Whenever this temptation of the Devil seizes you in 
the thought, " God does not love me, because I am so 
" troubled," reverse the words, and say, " Because God 
'^ loves me so much. He sends me trouble, — Keep me 
*' Thine, oh my God." The road to the kingdom lies 
through suffering and trouble, and by His own experience 
your Blessed Saviour knows what you suffer, for He 
Buffered more, far more, than you can ever have done. 

Increase just now your thanksgivings, and write and 
fasten on your wall the text, ** Be careful for nothing, 
''but in everything by prayer and supplication with 
** thanksgiving, let your requests be made known unto 
'* God." Bemember the next verse which shall surely 
come true — *' And the Peace of God which passeth all 
'' understanding shall keep your heart and mind through 
"Christ Jesus.", 

It seems to me you are just now like the Apostles, 
who cried out when Jesus slept in the ship on the 
stormy sea, *' Lobd, carest Thou not that we perish "? 

You are buffeted as a ship on the waves, not only 
tossed and wearied by the cares and perplexities of your 
lifia, but by the devil's suggestions of faithless fears. 
Ahf Jesus is not asleep ! — ^His heart beats responsive 
to jour sorrows, and feels pain for your sufferings. Hb. 
mil arise when He sees it bealy «a<i^?nU.t%buke the 
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waves and the winds, and there will be a great calm-' 
Only feel sure that the ship is in the way of safety, fot 
He is with yon in it, and with Him in it your little 
bark will one day reach the haven where yon would be. 

Do not over fatigae yourself physically, and try to be 
composed in both body and mind. I believe this is no 
small means to advance spiritually, and we are so 
weak that a little disturbance, bodily or mental, puts 
us out of gear at once, so we must try and preserve 
composure. 

As for your home trials,! know they are common to 
all &milies, and are a necessary part of what we all 
must suffer. No doubt they are profitable for us. 
They are trials of our faith and of our love, and are 
sent to teach us patience. Try and bear them with 
that ** saintly indifference " with which holy souls have 
borne them, considering them as transitory — to-morrow 
may bring Jesus in His glory to call you to Himself — 
what will sharp words or gloomy tempers matter to you 
then, if when He comes. He greets you with His 
snule r 

I will here insert some verses I have vnritten 
from time to time — ^though they are poor, to 
me they are cheering, as I see the sorrows I 
have lived thrcmgh^ in them, and how God brings 
us into times of quiet thankfulness after He has 
been with us in the storm which is to make us 
eiy 07 our rest more dee^Vj. 
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LINES IN ANXIETY ABOUT THE FUTURE 

OF CHILDREN. 

Oh loll thee, loll thee, faithless heart. 

Oh lull thee, tired hrain, 
There comes a time when ye shall ache 

Never, never again. 

Oh lull ye, haunting thoughts of fear 

That vex me now so sore, 
There comes a time when I shall weep 

Beneath your yoke no more. 

Oh loll me, lull me. Saviour mine I 

Like a sick child I moan, 
Lull me, until Thou takest me, 

Ever to be Thine own. 



" A SONG IN THE NIGHT." 

Before the Morning watch, oh Lord, 
Before the Morning watch, 
My heart and soul cries out to Thee, 
Before the Morning watch. 

I think of years gone by and friends, 
So loving and so true, 
I think of many faithful hearts, 
And oh, lost love, oi youl 
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And tiien I cry in my distressy 
Forgiye these burning tears 1 
Thinb hand, oh Lobd, has sent them all 
The glad and graver years. 

Oh love of God, so true, so firmi 
Old joys have past away, 
Bat Thy most tender loving care 
Has ever been my stay. 

Before the Morning watch, oh Lord, 
Before the Morning watch. 
My heart and soul cry oat to Thbb, 
Before the Morning watch. 



OUR CHURCHYARD. 

yfe laid them in the deep dark grave 

With heavy hearts and sore, 
And as the years roll on we miss 

Their precious love still more — 
But yet we look with earnest hope 

Ever with them to live, 
In the sweet joy that Jesus Chb3t 

Unto His own will give. 
There, for our Saviour's sake may we 

With rested thankful hearts. 
In our Father's everlasting Home 

Meet — nw&t mox^ \o ^iftt\i« 
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A REST ON THE JOURNEY. 

(Early Holy Communion with a son and daughter.) 

Kneeling in the silent night 

At my Sayioub's feet, I cast 
All the burdens of my life, 

All the failings of the past. 

Rising early I aroused 

Two whose souls are deeply dear, 
In the frosty Autumn mom 

When the sun shone bright and clear. 

Bright the frost upon the grass, 

Bright our hopes as on we sped 
To the Altar where we taste. 

Heavenly Wine and Heavenly Bread. 

Calm the good Priest's solemn voice, 
Calm the group of praying friends, 

Calm the bowed hearts full of peace, 
Calm — with calm our Fatheb sends* 

As the words of pardon fell 

Sweetly on our listening ear, 
Resolutions blest we vowed. 

To our Savioub, now so near. 

Mother, daughter, son, we knelt 

To receive the Bread of Life, 
TFhich our souls will surely make 

Victors in the battle «bn£e. 
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Fall forgiveness — ^hope of Heaven, 
Saviour, Thou hast brought to-day, 

Bear ns in Thy loving arms 
To the land so far away. 

When the tempter us begailes 
Hold us in Thy mighty love, 

Keep us safely till we rest 

Tigether — in Thine arms above. 



" Thou hast put off my sackcloth 
And girded me with gladness." 

In a dark time of grief and care. 

An infant to his mother came, 
In days of weeping and despair, 

** Benoni" well might be his name. 

And as to her the Babe that day 

The grand-dame showed in love and pride, 
She turn'd her weary eyes away, 

** Alas ! it is a son^^ she cried. 

^* How can I train in this bad world 

A son ? How shield his hfe from sin ?*' — 

The future's darkened page unfurled. 
Filled the poot aowl mtk fawt ^thisL. 
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No joy — ^no pride — the infant brought 
To the young heart so crushed with care^ 

But God a wondrous marvel wrought, 
The child became so good and fair. 

So fair his brow, so pure his mind. 
His childhood passed so full of grace, 

She soon could sweetest comfort find, 
In gazing on his cheerful face. 

And youth has come — so full of love, 
The child has been no " child of woe !"— 

The mother lifts her heart above, 
And blesses Him Who ruled it so. 

She loves the dear and sunny smile, 
The watchful look — ^the tender word— 

The merry lips from which no scorn 
No words of scoff or sin are heard. 

God keep her Treasure in His grace. 

And all his filial love reward ! 
That his dear soul may richly taste 

The joys that for the good are stored ( 
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MONEY ANXIETIES, SICKNESS AND GOD'S 

HELP. 



Chapter IV. 

In bringiDg up my children I have passed through 
many times of great anxiety in their severe 
illnesses, and how much I have been weighed 
down by anxiety about money, in the expenses of 
illness and the still greater expenses of conval- 
escence ! It was in one of these times, when I 
was nursing a sick son in scarlet fever, taken at 
school, and when I was alone with him in a 
very comfortless farm house, overwhelmed with 
fatigue and worn with worry at the expense of 
lodgings and luxuries I could ill aflFord — it was 
at that time that I formed a fciexid&lv\^ ^vtibL^<^\sL^ 
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of the sweetest and best women I have ever 
known — (so mercifully does our Heavenly Father 
send us friends I) — and it was then I received the 
enclosed letter from a clergyman, which I have 
kept for years, so much did it encourage me in 
the dark days that are past — 

My deab Friend, — When your letter reached me, I 
was engaged, like yourself, in nursing an invalid. I 
have been so hurried in anxiety and trouble that writing 
to you with any hope of doing so with pleasure and 
profit to yourself was out of the question. My nursing 
has had a more melancholy termination by far than 
yours has had, and I have had to watch by an invalid 
with a worse disorder than your poor boy's — whilst cast 
among strangers. Yet we have both, I trust, met with 
comfort and support from above, and both looked up 
with faith and patience unto Him Who is rightly spoken 
of by St. Paul as ** the God of all comfort." As to my 
outward trials I merely mention them to show you that 
you are not alone in sorrow and in suflfering. My poor 
young friend's suflferings were removed by death before 

• any of his friends could arrive to see him, and I buried 
him myself with none but strangers around. Thus ends 
this grievous dispensation, which, without a doubt, is 
ordained for good, though human eye can see it not. 
It has been, like your own trial, one of anxiety and loss 
to me. You tell me that the expenses of your poor 
boy's sickness are a source of solicitude to you as yon 

look into the /ntore. This may very n&W^SX^ \i^ l\ia 
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ciasa It is a part of your afflictive dispensation, ff 
we conld rob trial of all its disadvantages, it would be 
DO longer trial Yet the purpose of trial must certainly 
be meant to do us good. (Hebrews xii 1 — 14 verses.) 
One of its blessed purposes is to exercise us in faith and 
patience underneath it. To make it productive of these 
graces is to turn it to our profit. To suffer it to 
encourage us in impatience and unbelief is to forfeit its 
hallowing influence, and let it prove a curse to us and 
not a blessing. Yet it is the failing of human nature 
to tend towards the latter course rather than towards 
the former. I feel the error in my own case and can 
therefore comprehend it in yours. What considerations 
then, should stimulate us to wait and trust ? Surely you 
will be mindful of the comforting reflection that your 
recent care came upon you through no direct outward 
neglect or fault of your own. God sent it in His wisdom 
to work out His great designs. He, then. Who has 
appointed or permitted it, can well provide that it shall 
not be too long or too severe. (1 Cor. x. verse 13.) 
If He hallow the suflfering to your present benefit, when 
Ho shall take it away He can surely take too, all unne^ 
cessary after-evils. Besides, too, we are to remember 
that what God sends, and we cannot avoid, we ought to 
bear without repining. If it be embarrassment, we must 
endure it, and wait. If it be humbling us — ^reducing 
our position, we ought to submit without a murmur, 
being as cheerful and contented in a low estate as we 
may have been before in one that was exalted. Bead 
that beautiful 2nd chaiflei oi "Ek^^^^^b^^k^a^ \si. *^siRk 
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Apocrypha. I am rejoiced to hear you say that you . 
have been enabled to find your refuge and your confi- 
dence in God, in your sadder and less hopeful moments. 
An earchly friend may be all very well, but if he be ever 
so good and prudent, he cannot possibly take the place 
o£ the Heavenly Friend. We are too apt to lean upon 
our earthly props, but there can be no true peace and 
stedfastness until we rest on nothing but the Almighty 
arm, God is at once din ever preserU help , and omnipotent 
to save. Man can neither be one, nor the other. The 
utmost he can be, is an occasional and partial comforter. 
'* Blessed is he who hath the God of Jacob for his help,. 
^* and whose hope is in the Lobd his God. God is our 
"refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble,'* 
Bead the xci« Psalm, 1, 2, Ixii. 5 — 9, cviiL, verse 12. 
I hope that it will please God to bless and preserve 
your dear boy^ and to strengthen and sustain yourself." 

In such a time, how beautiful is friendship, 
which can brace and encourage a suffering soul, 
by the comfort wherewith God comforts. Here 
are the words of another friend. — 

" Try, dear friend, to look on God more and more 
trustfully as your real true Fatheb ! What can I say 
to you when I hear of you watching wearily day and 
night in the sick room of your precious child — shut off 
from earthly sympathy by the deadly infection you must 
not spread — ^what can I say, after earnestly praying for 
j^oa and jour chiid-^but — ^look on. Q[Oi> ^ ^o\sx k^nn^ 
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Father! Hb has visited you and your child by a. 
touch of suffering hard to endure. But He is your 
Fatheb I He is as watchful over your interests (spirit- 
ual and also temporal) as if you were His only children. 
He chasteneth whom He loveth. It is not always the 
robust, the prosperous, who He loves most tenderly. 
He combines the wisdom, the protection, the strength, 
of a father, with the grace, tenderness, unwearied 
watchfulness of a mother. Trust Him entirely ! believe 
in His Love. Say, ** I know^ I am sure Thou lovest me, 
« my Heavenly Father V* and then tell Him, (simply 
as you would tell your dear lost earthly father) all yonr 
present distress, all you fear, all you hope. Say, 
" Thou art my Father, I am Thy child. Make me to- 
<< know and feel, not only that Thou art Almighty but 
** all tnerclfuV* Believe in His real living Love, Hb" 
sends every cross, arranges every event in your life. 
He is training you now, by the desolations of widowhood, 
by the sickness of your child, by your daily fatigue and 
anxiety — for a blessed rest hereafter. He sees all the 
road along which you have to travel and He sees y^u 
could not arrive at that Best without discipline, withoui 
the loss of some joys, without the anguish of some 
burdens — such as you are bearing now. Borne with 
patience, these burdens will not impede your onward- 
journey f To some He sends active laborious service. 
To yon He has given a trial — ^nay many trials — to bear. 
Try to serve Him in quietness, and try to attain the 
spirit of Jesus, "not my will but Thine.** To en- 
Cicmrage yomrself to attain this, ^Bi^ t&sko:^ ^xbl^"^^ ^sfi^> 
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-''Tht will be done/' and repeat Eeble*s beaniifiil verses 
for Wednesday before Easter, only throw yourself 
■entirely on His Love and strength. Besist all chafing 
moods of impatience in yonr affliction. You some- 
times long to be stronger in health yonrself ; and to 
see yonr children strong. Yon will find the deepest 
peace and happiness in bearing with love, gentle 
prayerful love, each trial the great tender Lover of yonr 
soul sends yon. The sufferings which oppress you are 
indeed His choice blessings and gifts of love, for such 
He has ever given to. His dear people. According to 
the courage and patience with which you bear them, 
will be your reward. 



FROM ANOTHER FRIEND. 

(On loneliness, and sadness, in illness.) 

I know so well how much you enjoy the society of 
friends — ^you know one of the great faults of the past 
has been leaning too much on earthly affection and 
strength, and so neglecting God's love, and not trusting 
Him enough. But now He has laid sickness on you — 
your children are at school, and your life for the first 
time is lonely. I should never urge you to lead a 
secluded life from choice — but since your Heavenly 
Father has laid you aside and ordained for you a season 
of retirement aud suffering, let us see how yon can best 
ufbeer that loneliness and turn the q]QL\fi\i ^xxi!^ \o ^iy^ 
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acoonnt to yourself and others. First consider Jbsus is- 
always with yon 1 Try and realize this more. Cling 
to Him, think of Him — ^Every morning meditate, after 
your prayers, on the loneliness of Jesus — so different 
to yours — ^Alone in the desert, tempted— Alone in B[i» 
midnight prayers on the cold rock side — Alone in His 
agony — ^Alone on the Cross — How did He bear it ?— - 
in prayer — in submission. Contrast your comfortable 
room, quiet home, kind servants, friends, doctor, and 
Clergymen, ever ready to help you, with His desolation 
and loneliness, and bless Him for the Divine tenderness^ 
which has alleviated your sufferings by so many com- 
forts. Habitually, then, think and say to yourself— 
'* I am not alone — Jesus is with me. Lobd bless my 
loneliness to me and to others,*' Yes, this loneliness, if 
well spent, may help others 1 — happy for you if in the 
days of pain you use this leisure to the glory of God- 
and good of others. 

He has given you a love of writing, and facility in 
writing. Use these gifts now, and you will find a real 
solace. 

Next, I wish you much to count up all your mercies. 
You feel all your sorrows just now. Let us balance them 
against your mercies. Write down on a piece of paper 
all the special mercies, gifts and deHverances you can 
remember. This will cheer you, and for the present I 
advise you to begin every act of prayer with a thanks- 
giving. It will be a great help if you will ask your 
Annty who visits you often, to unite just now with you 
in a short office of thanksgiving* AJakhfixi t^ ^^^ ^^^^ 
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jon, in yonr sick room, for three days, ihis little offieet 
The Gloria — ^Psalm oiii., and the Chnroh Thanksgiving, 
l^oa will find this a real help. 

Next, I need hardly tell yon, who are so fond of masic, 
liow great a help singing hymns is in tronhle. St. 
Fran9ois de Sales has a heantifal chapter '* La Tristesse*' 
in his ''Yie Devote," where he recommends a sad 
Christian to sing ahud in sickness. Lastly, let yonr 
fielf-examination he daily directed as to thankfulness and 
cheerfulness. These are the two dnties yon mnst now 
<sultivate. The time is short. God is keeping yon in 
the cmcihle of trial and suffering in order to hum out 
&om your soul all evil. Soon will come a time when 
His children, hronght out of great trihnlation, will sing 
aronnd His throne. Sing now, like the Three Holy 
Children in the Fiery Furnace — sing a humhle, loving 
«ong of praise to God, Who '' will never leave yon nor 
<< forsake yon.'' Undouhtedly God is prolonging yonr 
life for your good, that you may he entirely JEZts and be 
hrought in His own good time into His glorions rest. 
Thank Hdc for your prolonged life. Thank Hoc for 
every good wish, for every comforting thonght. 

As to the anxieties about your children which haunt 
you, cast all your cares upon God. The past, when yon 
have collected and written down and thanked Him for 
its mercies, will surely cheer you for the ''future." 
Anxiety becomes sinfal when it ceases to breathe itself 
cut in prayer to God. Then it becomes distrust, which 
is sin. Live day by day your prayerful life, trying to 
sel for the best for them, and leave l\ie ixnWte \a Qcq'd.- 
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Hb will assuredly arrange all for their best interests, 
and His special oare is over yon and your fatherless 
children. His own servants mast be so trustful in God. 
Anxiety must be lost in simple believing prayer. 

Try to carry out these few helps I have tried to give 
you, and shun, as the greatest sin, every thought of 
gloom, distrust, and unthankfolness. Life is only given 
us as a training for Eternity. Once safe in Heaven, 
how mtuchy perhaps, you will see this season of illDess 
and loneliness has helped you. It is indeed in such a 
case the words of Jesus console us, '' What I do thou 
'* knowest not now, but thou shalt know hereafter." 
He Who has led you so far, will never fail you. Hb 
will feed you with that Heavenly Bread wherewith He 
has nourished you so blessedly in your sorrows and in 
your sick room ; and if He takes away your sickness, 
or takes you by it sooner to Himself than you expect- 
either way you are His in life or death, and you must 
never never doubt His Love.*' 

These, my dear reader, are but a few. of many 
holy and gentle counsels I have received in dark 
days from holy friends. Even in this life their 
kindly assurances of God's promises have come, 
true. My long illness has been so great a 
blessing, with its lonely hours, for the old dread 
of loneliness has gone. That nearness to death 
in which I once lay for days, has taught me more, 
far more, than all I could \v»,n^ \R«ro&^ \s^ '^ 
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healthful joyous life. Nor would I now have 
missed those precious days of affliction. I have 
had such blessings ; first of religion, and secondly, 
of holy friendships, in my long years of trouble, 
that I felt I could not resist laying before those 
souls who know the desolation of widowhood, 
some of my experience of the deep consolations 
God has prepared for His sorrowing widowed 
children. 

Persevere then, dear reader, in a patient 
prayerful life ! live for God and your children, or 
if you are childless, for all your fellow creatures. 
May He Who has brought me through so many 
years, to a season of peace and thankfulness^ 
comfort you in every joy and sorrow, and bring 
us all to His Presence ! 

May you and I, dear reader, on that day, say 
with joy to our Lobd and Saviour — " Behold me 
^^and the children Thou hast given me I" 

With that hope try and face the years before 
you I Let your watchword be His Words, "Fear 
" not," and your rest and peace will be in God 
your Saviour. 
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BEREAVEMENT— (By W. N.) 

My Jesus f when in grief to Thee 
Before the Cross I bend my knee, 
Teach me in Thee to see my grief, 
And from Thy sorrows draw relief. 
Teach me to feel Thy homing Love, 
Dying — to open Heaven above ; 
And in that Love my grief to see, 
Drawing me nearer, Lord, to Thee. 
Teach me to feel that through Thy death 
Is quickened all our mortal breath, 
That Life is now with Thee to die. 
And Death to live with Thee more nigh. 
Help me to live— that I may be 
Dying to sin and self in Thee ; 
Help me to die to earthly ties, 
That daily heavenward I may rise. 
Enable me by faith to see 
My treasure hid with God in Thee, 
That where my treasure is, my heart, 
'Tis Thine own word, may have its part. 
Praise God for union blest below. 
Praise God for separation now. 
Praise God that we may still be one. 
In union with the Incarnate Son ! 

Finis. 
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